'So/ I said, 'when you so generously proclaimed you*-
faith in my innocence you were perfectly well aware of
it. In view of that I should like to know what right you
have to keep me under arrest like this.'

He wiped the top of his head with his handkerchief
and surveyed me from beneath lowered lids.

Tour arrest is no affair of mine. I can do nothing.
The Commissaire is annoyed with you, as this evidence
has spoiled his charge sheet; but he has agreed, in the
interests of justice, to strike out three of the charges. Only
one remains.5

'What is that?5

'You were in possession of photographs calculated to
endanger the safety of the Republic. That is a serious
offence. It remains, unless,5 he added significantly, 'un-
less means can be found to strike it out also. I shall
naturally intercede with the Commissaire on your behalf,
but I am afraid that unless I can offer some good reason
for this irregular step the charge will go forward. It
would mean deportation at the very least.5

My brain went as cold as ice.

'You mean,5 I said steadily, 'that if I do not agree to
co-operate, as you call it, this ridiculous charge will be
pressed?5

He did not answer. He was lighting his fourth cigarette.
When he had finished he let it hang lightly between his
loose lips. He blew smoke past it and gazed contempla-
tively at the blank wall as though it were a painting and
he were a collector wondering whether to bid.

The cameras,5 he said thoughtfully, 'could have been
changed for one of three reasons. Someone might have
wished to do you an injury. Someone might have wished
to get rid of the photographs in a hurry. Or it could
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